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on which he is a great philosopher, while at the same time
he is the great artist that you require and that I am not.
You must see him oft&n. I believe that he will quiet you:
I have not enough tempest in me now for you to understand
me. As for him, I think that he has kept his thunderbolts and
that he has all the same acquired the gentleness and the com-
passion of age.

See him, see him often and tell him your troubles, which are
great, I see that, and which turn too much to spleen. You
think too rnuch of the dead, you think that they have too soon
reached their rest. They have not. They are like us, they
are searching. They labor in the search.

Every one is well, and embraces you. As for me, I do not
get well, but I have hopes, well or not, to keep on still so as
to bring up my grandchildren, and to love you as long as I
have a breath left.

G-. Sand

CCLXXXVI.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CROISSET

Nohant, 16th January, 1875

I too, dear Cruchard, embrace you at the New Year, and
wish that you may have a tolerable one, since you do not
care to hear the myth happiness spoken of. You admire my
serenity; it does not come from my depths, it comes from
my necessity of thinking only of others. There is but a little
time left, old age creeps on and death is pushing me by the
shoulders.

I am as yet, if not necessary, at least extremely useful, and
I shall go on as long as I have a breath, thinking, talking,
working for them.

Duty is the master of masters, it is the real Zeu& of modern
times, the son of Time, and has become his master. It is that
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